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the good of making them. Pity! A year or so ago Musso
looked about the soundest of the lot. Now they're only
waiting for the rains to stop and hell will be let loose.
Another wretched European war, I suppose."

He jerked up his chin resignedly and took a long drink.
He had obviously been through the last one. "What do
you make of it?" he asked, turning to me, as I daresay one
helpless Cabinet Minister., in tete-a-tete, has often turned
to another.

There was stillness over the wickerwork and the
engravings on the walls. There was a rattle and clink
from the service department behind the shutter, and
lights seemed to be going out beyond the lounge in which
we sat. A waiter peered round the door: "Anything more
before the bar closes, gentlemen?53 he asked. "No," we
replied, "good night/3 "Good night," came back as
from one who had to see all hatches down after the last of
us had passed to bed. "I suppose we had better go up,"
I said, sleepy, although he was an agreeable man.

"I suppose so," said the major (if such he was), "but I
wish to God I could make out what the devil that fella
Musso is up to. Did you ever meet anybody who'd
talked to him?"

We were out of the door and at the foot of the stairs.

"As a matter of fact I have myself," I said. "It didn't
amount to much, but I'll tell you about it in the morning
if you like. What time do you breakfast? "

"Half-past eight."

"Call it nine and I'll join you."
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